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lla —still going strong. 
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Johnnie Walker: “‘IL BLows THE WIND, THAT PROFITS NOBODY.’” 
Jovial Friend: “Yes! He REWARDS THE URCHIN, CATCHES A COLD, AND SO FINDS OUT THE 
EFFICIENCY OF ‘JOHNNIE WALKER’ Rep LaBeEt.”’ 
The non-refillable bottle is as “efficient” as “Johnnie Walker.” All you have to do, is to be 
sure you get the right bottle. 
Every drop of Red Label is over 10 years old before released from bond—the non-refillable 
bottle does the rest. 


GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD 


Agents: WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Ltp., Waisxky Distitters, KILMARNOCK, ScortLann. 
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WINTER SPORTS IN HENRYVILLE 
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The Problem of the Pocket 
ITTING in a case of misdirected 
matrimony, a Washington, D. C., 
magistrate decides that a wife who does 
not go through her 
husband’s pockets 
does not love him. 
First off, this 
sounds mediaeval 
—you steel your- 
self expecting His 
Honor to follow it 
up with that an- 
cient mirth - com- 
peller, the mother-in-law joke. Never- 
theless, the decision is timely and helpful. 
What husband, no matter how trustful 
of the stability of wifely affection, would 
have looked to find his wife’s love in his 





pockets? 

In the multiplicity of a husband’s 
cares and duties, he often neglects the 
family mending. Hence, but for the 
Washington magistrate’s word of ad- 
monition, just a hole in the pocket might 
lose many a husband something far more 
valuable than the five-dollar gold piece 
to tip the waiter. 

A delicately nurtured husband finds 
it not easy to bring himself to go 
through his wife’s pockets. For 
one thing he may suspect that 
she has lost her job and is keep- 
ing it from him so as not to be- 
cloud their occasional hours 
together. Going through her 
pockets might apprise him of 
the secret it is better he should 
not know. Or she may have lost 
her money on election—or the 
war bride she was best man to 
may have taken it into its head 
to get divorced—or—well, any 
how, by the time he found the 
wifelvy pocket what son of Adam 
would have patience for further 
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exploration therein, bar the possibility 
that he were Peary or Cook? 

Husbands who abstain from their 
wives’ pockets—even though not be- 
cause they do not love their wives—do 
sometimes wish they hadn’t. Down in 
Passaic the other day a husband saw 
lying on top of a pile of his wife’s clothes 
what he took to be a piece of paper. He 
tossed it out of the window—as most 
people do, in spite of all the anti-rubbish 
ordinances and admonitions. Shortly 
thereafter his wife came home and he 
learned that in that piece of paper he 
threw away was $153 in bills—put away 
with his wife’s clothing because she 
didn’t trust the banks, except per- 
haps the old reliable lisle-thread bank. 
Our advice, then, to husbands and 
wives is this: Don’t affront the pock- 
et unless you are sure it will pocket 
the affront. 





Hark! from the Tomb 


HE LAUGH was on Marc Antony 
when he asked for the loan of 
those ears. Nobody had thought to 
warn him that Champ Clark was about 
to abolish the Congressional Record. 
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I'll let you off this time, but in future keep away 
from bad company. ; 
Satirist—Thanks, yer honor! You'll never see me here again! 
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Sixes and Sevens 
OMEN, so the moralists tell us, 
take up the vices the men discard. 
Makes a gallant man feel pretty cheap 
when he hasn’t one to discard. 
# 

The Burlington, Vt., Free Press says 
that it imagines “there are parts of the 
White House which in point of fact are 
ruled by Mrs. Wilson, without even the 
advice or consent of the President, let 
alone the Senate.”” Why not? 

& 

One hundred and twenty American 
millionaires are now paying the income 
tax. Egg on one’s shirt front gives a 
millionaire away. 

Automobilists say the pedestrian is 
the problem. In our school, the prob- 
Jem we couldn’t solve we wiped out. 

* 

William Jennings Bryan calls his new 
place down in North Carolina “ Mount 
Calm.” Calm, we said—not clam. 

# 

The band at the Wilson inauguration 
will play, “California, I love you,’”’—but 
if we were California’s husband we'd 
want to know whether it is a 
band or abandonment. 

5 

Congressmen’s use of the mail- 
ing privilege might be less frank 
and more candid. 

2 

Mr. Tagore urges us to “throw 
off the shackles of mundane _ oc- 
cupation and dwell in the spirit.” 
How do you get by with it when 
the wife wants another hat? 

+ 

The trouble is, every time the 
Allies make up King Constantine's 
mind for him, Queen Sophia brings 
in a dissenting majority report. 
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The official movie man (in a warm corner)—Aw, for heaven’s sake register hate, some of you! 


THE SPENDTHRIFT’S REGRET 
OW I wish I had the money I have wasted! 
I can see, too late, how foolishly it went. 
Oh, the few and fleeting pleasures I have tasted 
Haven’t been enough to pay for what I’ve spent. 


‘Spend your money like a prince,” may sound alluring, 
But a prince is pretty certain of his job. 

There’s no chance he’ll have to stand what I’m enduring 
With the florist and the tailor raising hob. 


When a fellow gets his envelope, its showing 
Makes him fondly dream he’ll lay aside a bit; 

But the next he knows he’s at his foolish blowing 
Like a drunken sailor in a lavish fit. 


For an hour or more I’ve sat and idly pondered 
On the goodly cash blown in for vanished joys. 
How I wish I had the money I have squandered! 
I would do the town this evening with the boys! 
—Walter G. Doty. 


The Other Angle 

“My fourth boy, Coonrod,—” began Mr. Gap 
Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 

“But, looky yur, Gap!” expostulated a friend. 
“Don’t you know your own family? Your fourth 
boy is Runt.” 

‘I’m counting from the other end of the line.” 











JUDGING FROM APPEARANCE 


Near-sighted man (to hostess)—Ah, Mrs. Marceau, what an exquisite 
new fire-screen you have! 











Boy (proudly)—I’m caddyin’ fer him ! 
Jealous friend—Aw, say, | caddied fer a man oncet what could say 
woids dat wouldn't be fit fer dis guy ter hear. 


MARKOWITZ AND HENRY 


Discuss the European War and a European Trip 
By LOU RAB 


6 ENRY, ain’t there never going to be an end from this 
terrible war?” sighed Max Markowitz, the skirt man- 
ufacturer, addressing his bookkeeper and brother-in- 

law, after signing a check for the relief of the European war- 

sufferers. ‘‘What do them countries want anyway? Oser if I 

can understand it! I’m surprised that such an old businessman 

like Joe Bull, whose great-great-grandfather was in the shipping 
business yet, should fight for more than two years because 
such a good drummer and serapper like William the Kaiser 
wants to cover the same territory. If I was Joe Bull and seen 

a hustler like Kaiser putting up a good argument with a nifty 

line of soldiers and submarines and Zeppelin specials, I would 

call him over, treat him with an A-A customer’s cigar and sign 

a contract, fifty-fifty.”’ 

“Sure, by you everything is business!”’ sneered Henry in 
disgust. “Fool you are! Do you think they are fighting for 
business? You’re a diplomat just like I am a president from a 
college. They’re fighting for honor, Max, and when the 
Serbians killed the Prince from Austria “ 

“Ts that why the President from France should want to 
kill the Sultan from Turkey?” broke in Markowitz, heatedly. 
“Henry, maybe you can read more from me, maybe you can 
talk English better from me, maybe you’re smarter in historia, 
bookkeeping; but when it comes to business, I can shake you 
out from my left sleeve. I tell you again, if it wasn’t for 
business, the Goiman Kaiser and the King from England 
would be dancing a Kasatske now by the Tzar in Petrograd 
by a wedding! Why do you think Russia wants Constantinople? 
For honor? Because the Prince from Austria was moidered? 
Humbug! Why does Goimany want open shop by the oceans? 
Because Austria was insulted? Nonsense! They can put it 


over a /emech like you, but I’ve been more than twenty years 
in business! My brain ain’t like a peanut. So long there’s 
business, there’s got to be fighting. What gets me is that 
they ain’t had enough yet. It’s about time they made some 
settlement.” 

“What do you think it is, a fight with finishers for a raise 
by piece work?” demanded Henry, sarcastically. “‘Where you 
give in a penny and they give in a penny, and peace is made 
before Jennie and Fannie and Annie can change their minds 
and their figgers? When millions people give up the young 
and the best times from their lives to prepare and get ready 
for trouble, do you think trouble will go way in a hurry when 
she gets such a grand reception—with something doing every 
minute? Believe me, Max, the boid from peace is so welcome 
by Europe like a mouse by Suffragettes. And before the war 
is finished there will be so much left from Europe, like from a 
ten spot by a swell Cabaret.” 

“Notting left from Europe! I wish you told it to Minnie 
and maybe she’d stop bothering me about going there so soon 
the war stopped,” declared Markowitz. “Do me a favor and 
tell her there’s notting to see and for notting to go!” 

“But people don’t go to see what is,” asserted Henry, 
philosophically, “only what was and what may be. People 
are all the time singing about what’s good-bye and worrying 
about what’s next. If they would really know what’s going 
on to-day, they wouldn’t have no time to worry about to-mor- 
row and forget everything about yesterday. There’s enough 
to do to-day——” 

“Then why don’t you do it?” interrupted Markowitz, who 
suddenly realized that they were discussing during business 
hours. “I ain’t seen you open your ledger yet to-day.” 

“Tf you wouldn’t bother me a whole day with peace and 
war and Minnie and Europe, I——” retorted Henry. 

“Whose bothering you? Me?” loudly contradicted Marko- 
witz. ‘It’s your sister, Minnie, that’s doing all the bothering! 
Day and night, it’s, ‘Max, are we going to Europe when the 
war stops?’ ‘Max, should I prepare?’ ‘Max, Mrs. Katz 
was in Europe twice!’ She makes my life bitter from supper 
to breakfast. And it’s all on account of them weiber she meets 
by societies and whists. So soon they stop knocking Atlantic 
City, they commence boosting Europe and Minnie’s got to 
keep quiet like a Frenchman in Berlin. And she gets jealouser 
every minute. So we got to go to Europe.” 

“But, Max, was you ever in the Museum of Art?” inquired 
Henry. 

“No. What’s that got to do with Europe?”’ 














Sadie—Cigarette fiend ? Sandy—W orse—coupon ! 
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Imagine the consternation of a British Army officer, on furlough, to see the man who opens 
automobiles for New York’s leading milliner, attired in the uniform of a British general 


“Was you ever by Columbia College?” 

“What do you think I am, a professor?” 

“Then why do you want to go and see Europe, if you ain’t 
seen New York yet?” 

“Who wants to see Europe!’ 
your sister, and my weibel, what’s 

“Take my advice,” argued Henry, “and go to see foist 
America and then you'll have plenty time to see how they live 
in Italy with wines and spaghetti; where they play marches by 
funerals; where even a bootblack gets buried like a general, 
and where they have holidays with fire woiks a couple times a 
week. Foist see the beauty from Niagara Falls and then visit 
Goimany with their fine bands and Wagner’s music; their 
Wurzburger and their Munchner; their Turn Vereins and 
beer halles.—Take a trip to Yellowstone Park and then you 
can go to Russia with their samovars and vodka; their big fur 
caps in winter and their fancy embroidered shoits in summer; 
their choiches and their homes.—Go foist to the Rocky Moun- 
tains and then you can taste goulash and chianti, and spend 
jolly evenings in Vienna or Budapest. See——’” 

“Enough! Enough!” cried Markowitz, holding up his 
hands, and glaring at Henry. ‘How do you know all them 
things about Italy, Goimany, Hungary a 

“What do you think I am, like you?” broke in Henry, 
laughingly. ‘I don’t have to go to Europe; I’ve seen— 
New York!” 


’ denied Markowitz. ‘‘It’s 


” 








Anti-Boycott 
She—How do you stand on this boycott of storage eggs? 
He—Gee, I'd hate to boycott a chicken. 


Zoology Lesson 
Wé READ a great deal among the biological sharks’ 
writings about ‘‘The passing of the Bison,” “The pass- 
ing of the Auk,” “The passing of the Dinosaur,” “The pass- 
ing of the Mammoth,” etc., but we never read much about 
“The passing of the ‘Buck,’’’ though that’s what they all 
know more about than any of the others. 

















Arabelle—Oh, yes, she married a millionaire ! 
IsobelL—A multi- or a mere ? 











TEMPERAMENT 
“TEMPERAMENT is the unsettled and unreliabie state 
of mind brought about in undisciplined workers by a 
combination of selfishness, irregular hours, lack of self-control, 
and an exaggerated idea of the importance of 
their work and themselves. Authors, paint- 
ers, actors, singers, sculptors and musicians 
are particularly susceptible to temperament. 
One of this class of workers, in the course 
of a day, frequently develops a sufficient 
amount of temperament to supply ten ordi- 
nary men for a year. Persons who work for a 
stated period each day and receive a fixed 
weekly sum for so doing, rarely develop tem- 
peraments. Young business men sometimes show an inclina- 
tion to do so. In business circles this temperamental tendency 
is referred to as “going up in the air.”” Young business men 
who indulge in this luxury are generally rewarded by losing 
their jobs; and the struggle to obtain others usually elimi- 
nates all temperament from their systems with 
extreme thoroughness. In certain circles it is con- 
sidered somewhat romantic for a singer to dance 
up and down in an ecstasy of rage and attempt to 
pull a stage-manager’s ears out by the roots, all 
because somebody has dared to make a slight noise 
at a time when she desires quiet. It is univer- 
sally agreed, however, that a stenographer who 
throws her ink-eraser in her employer’s face and 
kicks all the keys out of her typewriter because 
things don’t exactly suit her, should be hurried to 
the nearest hospital and placed under observation. 
It is worthy of note that the person with a family, 
but without independent means, seldom develops 
a temperament unless he is the sort of person who 
never bothers about paying his bills. The street 
hoodlum and the yeggman, having no regular 
hours or jobs, are full of temperament, and are 
very reckless about what they say or who they 
hurt. In their case, though, temperament is known 
as “criminal tendencies.” The best cure for tem- 
peramental individuals would be to force them to 
serve in the army for three years.—A. L. Roberts. 





In These Diaphanous Days 
“The modern girl leaves little to be desired.” 
“Ye-es. I suppose you have in mind ‘if you 
don’t see what you want, ask for it.’ ” 


In 1950 
De Style—Why did they discharge their cook? 
Gunbusta—Every night they found her in the 
hangar on their roof courting a biplane cop. 
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HIS OCCUPATION 
Ty YOU MEAN to say that your venerable relative has 
never seen a moving picture show?” 

“Yep!” replied Mr. Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Ark. 
“You see, Uncle Wash is one of them old-fashioned patriots 
that believes what is worth doing at all is worth doing well, 
and he puts his mind to one thing at a time until he has plumb 
exhausted it, and then tackles the next one. Up till 1861, he 
was voting regularly for Andy Jackson, in spite of the fact 
that ’most everybody else had quit it long before, for devious 
reasons. Then he got busy and fit all through the war, and kept 
on looking for scattering Yankees clear up to the time that 
the Crime of ’73 attracted his attention. He worried over 
that till some fellers came along and built a railroad through 
his place in the fall of ’88. And he’s lawing the company and 
softsoaping the track, and so on, yet. But I reckon he’ll get 
around to the movies about year after next, for he told me 
tuther day that he was growing sorter tired of fooling with 
the railroad.” —Tom P. Morgan. 
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Proprietor of Red Gulch Emporium (hearing footsteps) —What is your pleasure, sir ? 
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THEY BURIED BILL AT LAST 
By DON HEROLD 


ESTERDAY he was one of us. He chewed tobacco, 
he was rollicking, free, natural, normal. 


Listen to what he got into last night: 

“The strains of ‘The Bridal Chorus’ from ‘Lohengrin’ 
announced the entrance of the bridal party, led by the ribbon 
bearers.” 

Ribbon bearers! 

Bill no doubt stipulated ribbon bearers. We can hear him 
insisting on ribbon bearers. We'll bet Bill liked the ribbon 
bearers. 

Listen some more to what he got into last night: 

“The bride was very lovely in a gown of dainty pussy 
willow taffeta fashioned with a wide rippling skirt edged with 
a silken frill and a short bodice of lace, made decolleté, and 
with tiny puff sleeves. The simple trimming was of clusters 
of white chiffon roses and a panel of the lace falling from the 
high waistline at the back. The long court train fell from 
beneath the lace bodice. The bridal bouquet was a shower of 
white roses and white sweet peas.” 

This is an account of Bill’s wedding. It reads like Bill 
had passed to another world. 

As for the matron of honor: 

“She wore a gown of turquoise blue faille, designed with 
pink rosebuds at the high waistline. Her flowers, as well as 
those of the maid of honor, were Ophelia rosebuds in a 
wreath of white lilacs arranged in a formal colo- 
nial bouquet.” 

This was also at Bill’s wedding. 

In reading the account of the obsequies, we 
look further down the column for a word or two 
about how Bill took it all, and we find that: 

“The bride’s mother wore an exquisite gown 
of crépe de Chine in lavender, fashioned with a 
corsage of maline, edged with a drapery of irides- 
cent jet on deep violet net. Long silken tassels 
trimmed the skirt.” 

Bill must have been there some place, because 
he was the guy who thought about this wedding, 
and had it take place. He wanted a wife, and a 
wedding was the way to get a wife. We are quite 
sure that Bill had something to do with it all. 

“The decorations of pink roses were attrac- 
tively carried out in the music room and the hall 
with its stairway hung with Southern smilax, and 
in the dining-room great bouquets of white roses 
lent their fragrance. There the punch table was 
set in a wreath of greenery and white rosebuds.” 








We wonder if anybody there noticed Bill. We wonder if the 
bride felt the least bit sorry for Bill. We wonder if she apolo- 
gized to him for the way her women friends were treating him. 
Or, we wonder if she were the ringleader of all this chiffonery. 
If she were, we feel sorry for Bill. 
Women, have a heart! 
When Tilly Turns the Flapjacks 
ER fashionable graces She keeps me on the griddle, 
Would leave me quite un- The hottest man in town, 
stirred, And there is no denying 
Of drawing-room devices She does me up quite brown. 
I would not sing a word. But though I loved some others, 
But oh ye gods and fishes, Eliza, Jane and May, 
I want to make it strong, When Tilly turns the flapjacks 
When Tilly turns the flapjacks I turn the same as they. 
Is my impassioned song. - McLandburgh Wilson. 


Some People We Have Known. 
EET Miss Constance de Plague again. She, you will 
remember, is the girl with the genius for recalling unim- 
portant details and using them in place of conversation. She 
is possessed of a loquacity that will surely tumble your heart 
down against your stomach with a deadening thud. 

When Miss de Plague starts to tell you scmething, you 
must listen, run or faint. She will tell it all, and that in record 
time. You can’t slow her down to a pleasant amble and you 
can’t spur her on to a pace that will throw her off her feet. 
She has her own sweet way of telling you what you do not in 
the least care to know, and she will tell it that way in spite of 
all that you can do. 

Constance has, unhappily, had too much schooling and not 
enough education. She knows all the minor details about 
culture, and art, and Rabindranath Tagore, and new thought, 
and futurism. All of these and many other things too advanced 
to mention give her power to seize a conversation by the 
hind legs and drag it out in any direction or to any point 
near or remote. And Constance never hesitates to take 
advantage of what she knows and of what you don’t know 
and are glad of. 

If Miss de Plague lives too close to you and you feel that 
you can’t stand it any longer, migrate before the public prose- 
cutor pretends that you ought to be hanged. Don’t trust 
yourself too far. —H. W. Dee. 


Chlorinda—Bring on yer rag-time—lI'se ready 
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The One Woman 
SWEAR it by the Northern Star, 
I swear it by the sun, 
And all things else which constant are 
I take my oath upon; 


\\ , I swear it by all maxims 
\ 0} ( lear, 
\ll truth which time 
rite > has proved : 
«a : - You are the only woman, 
; SS) 1. paw dear, 
¢ x WY Cli/ | S 
} we SS That ever I have 


loved. 
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No other woman I’ve caressed, 
No other have I kissed, 
To none I’ve gone, with throbbing breast, 
To keep a lovers’ tryst; 
My muse before no other’s feet 
Has cast its poem-pearls; 
You are the only woman, sweet 
(The others all were girls.)—Lee Shippey. 


On the Instalment Plan 
A NORTHERN woman in a southern 
town had a negro cook, Hannah, 
who one day told her mistress that Ella’s 
the housemaid’s—husband had _ left 
her. 

Noticing a negro man about the ser- 
vants’ quarters a few days later her 
mistress said to Hannah, 

“Ts that Ella’s husband back again, 
Hannah?” 

“Laws a mercy, ma’am!” replied 
Hannah, “‘hain’t you done seed yit how 
the cullud folks has husbands on the 
’stalment plan?” 


, 





With a few precincts to hear from, 
Lloyd George looks like the Hiram John- 
son of peace or war. 


Some of It 
éCYOMMON SENSE 
ness, doesn’t it?”’ 

‘*Not unless you’ve got an uncommon 
lot of it.” 

“But is that common?”’ 

“No, that’s uncommon.” 

“Well, if you’ve got enough common 
sense to do you any good, you have 
passed to a different level, haven’t you?” 

“Naturally. Because you’ve got an 
uncommon lot of it.” 

“Then it isn’t common, is it?” 


does the busi- 


“Certainly not. I said it is uncom- 
mon.” 
“But on the different level it isn’t 


uncommon, is it?” 
“Of course not! If everybody on that 
plane didn’t have it they wouldn’t be 
there.” 
“Didn’t have what? 
““An uncommon lot of common sense, 
special ability, ‘anything you want to 
call it.”’ 
“Then 
uncommon lot of 
become a common lot of 


” 


started out to be an 
common sense has 
uhcommon 


what 


sense?” 

“Uncommon, yes, from the first point 
of view, but common from the second.” 

“Oh, I see. First it’s uncommonly 
common, and then it’s commonly un- 
common.”’ 

“That 
sense of it.” 

“T say: what is common sense, any- 
way, and what will it get you?” 

‘“‘Why, common sense ought to show 
you that that is an uncommonly hard 
thing to say.”—Charles C. Jones. 


seems to be the common 
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THE DECK—THE WAY IT SEEMS BEFORE WE SAIL AND BEFORE WE LAND 


Collectively 
6¢¢°AN YOU name the dry States?” 
asked Mrs. Snodgrass. 
“Collectively I can,” sighed Major 
Tompkins. ‘“They’re the Great Ameri- 
can Desert.” 


Pr Mcshial.Gacone +S. 
AN UPLIFT MEETING 























’VE journeyed through this vale of woe since I was born, 
some years ago, and I have studied life and men, to find 
some subjects for my pen. This is the sum of all I’ve 

found, since I began to look around with eager and inquir- 
ing eyes: There’s nothing pays like looking wise. 

Old Colonel Bonehead, of our town, enjoys a sumptuous 
renown. The people think he’s safe and sane, a man with 
Daniel Webster brain. They always have him at the front 
when there is any public stunt. They load him down with all 
the snaps that are desired by other chaps; they’ve made him 
mayor a dozen times, and helped him gather in the dimes, and 
honored him in every way that men can honor such a jay. 

And if you asked some local skate, “‘What has the colonel 
done that’s great?” that skate would have to hem and haw, 
and wag his ears and scratch his jaw, admitting that he cannot 
tell wherein the colonel does excel. The colonel’s reached his 
present size by singing low and looking wise. 

The colonel has a stately walk; the colonel knows too much 
to talk; the colonel’s whiskers bring to mind the justly famous 
Wall Street kind; the colonel’s air is one of pride, he’s always 
slow and dignified, and so the people take great pains to load 
him with gold-headed canes; they name their infants after him, 
and always keep him in the swim. 

Now, when it comes to sterling worth, I back the 
colonel off the earth. But I’m a gurgling sort of guy, 
with mirth forever in my eye. I jog along the vil- 
lage street, and yarn with everyone I meet; I josh 
the maidens and the lads, and thrash the war news 
with their dads. And nothing ever comes my way 
for which I do not have to pay. If I should start to 
make the race for any sort of public place —say, 
keeper of the village pound—they’d simply stamp me 
in the ground. To dizzy heights I'll never rise; I 
am no good at looking wise. 

A Surfeit 

Mrs. Muffit—I don’t understand about Russia. 
This article says Russia can never grow unless she 
gets an outlet on the warm seas. Why does she 
need an outlet on the warm seas? 

Mr. Muffit (jokingly)—Surf bathing. It promotes 
growth. 

Mrs. Muffit—Oh, I see. And I suppose there are 
millions of Russian serfs that never had a bath. 


FROM A SINNER’S DIARY 
LAYFUL cattle, fenceless by the gale, mangled my baby 
Pp quince tree, wore buttonhole bouquets as a yearling 
and handed out four record-breaking quinces as a 
two-year-old. Now if that tree’s an optimist it views its bro- 
ken arms as a blessing, of course, knowing it waved its gold 
too carelessly at admiring passers-by and so stood in need of 
this reprimand. But if it’s a pessimist it imagines it’s set 
back three years, if not for all eternity. 
Brother sneezed till he stripped his gears. 
It’s always going down hill that brakes break. 
I know a man who favors vacations; when you're so 
near dead you can’t enjoy them. 
Nothing—a large field in which to plant Hope. 
If 1 chewed tobacco I'd buy it by the ton and not run ten 
miles for a plug every other day. 
I know a woman whose imagination is turned end-for-end. 
It always magnifies smaller. 
Duty—a punishment if you shun it and a worse one if 


you don’t. Lynette Freemire. 


Says J. Fuller Gloom 

OBSERVE that every time I fire at random, random is 

not there. 

I detest the bore who when I have told him my pet 
funny story insists upon telling me his. 

I once knew a man who was so nervous that he was always 
on the dead run even when sitting down. 

By a remarkable coincidence the queer accident that I 
have been lying about for years actually happened to me 
yesterday. 

Now that I have become accustomed to them by pro- 
longed association I have little fear of germs. Indeed, they 
seem to accept me on terms of perfect equality. 

It is so hard to shock me by recitals of the follies and 
shortcomings of my fellow men that the ‘neighbors have 
become discouraged and practically quit telling me gossip. 

I am not inclined to speak long and widely of my an- 
cestors. About all [inherited from them is a mean dispo- 
sition, an odd-shaped nose, and a few tricks of manner that 
but serve to irritate my fellow men. —Tom. P. Morgan. 


Knowledge 
Blinks—What is your dearest wish ? 
Jinks—That I knew as much as my son thinks I do. 





Mr. Hen Peck—I don't want to butt into your affairs, Mary, but what 
am | going to do this evening ? 





i 
| 














MABEL 


cised 


emotionally exer- 
over the most realistic 
love episode in a best seller 
when the telephone bell rang. 
Reluctantly she dropped the 


was 


book to respond. This was the con- 
versation: 
“Mr. Arden—Harry—speaking.” 


“Oh! Harry! Delighted!” 

“ Anything on for this evening?” 

“This evening?” 

“Ves. Thought you might like to go 
to the theatre with me and have supper.” 

“What a shame! Impossible! I’ve 
an engagement for the opera with Phyllis 
Rosemary.” 

A maid had announced Miss Rosemary, 
who came in just in time to hear Amabel’s 
reply. 

“ Awfully sorry,”’ said Harry. 
about Wednesday evening?” 

“Vl keep it open for you,” was Ama- 
bel’s response. 

“Thank you!” And as Harry rang 
off, Amabel hung up the receiver with a 
giggle. 


“You don’t mind a fib, do you, dear?” 


‘How 


WALDRON 


she asked, turning to Phyllis. “I sup- 
pose yor beard what I said?” 

“Ves But I do mind. Who was it? 
And why did you say you have an en- 
gagement with me?” 

“That was Harry Arden. Wanted me 
to go to the theatre and supper with him. 
I’ve an engagement for the evening with 
Charley Bell.” 

“Yet you’ve told me you are fond of 
Harry—that you intend to marry him.” 

“Te.” 

“And still you go gallivanting with 
Charley Bell?” 

“Why not? These days one must have 
a variety of company. One chap has 
characteristics that contrast happily with 
another’s.”’ 

“Yet you don’t care enough for Char- 
ley to marry him.” 

“No. If I marry Harry, he’ll have 
most of my time eventually. He is a 
dear boy. But Charley is amusing, and 
I can enjoy his company without mort- 
gaging my future to him. He is very 
witty, and wants to buy everything in 
sight for a girl. That tendency, you 





know, might be carried outside of 


“matrimony.” 


“And Harry?” 

“Ts more sedate. He'll wear better. 
And I could trust him. I’ve found out 
that when he isn’t with me he never 
seeks the company of other girls. I love 
such fidelity.” 

“Then why don’t you practice it?” 

“T don’t have to. One must have 
amusement.” 

“But it’s wrong to deceive a chap like 
Harry Arden.” 

“Oh, come! Don’t be so censorious! 
You're positively old-fashioned!” 

“Am I? Well, if I thought enough of 
a young man to make the admission 
you’ve made as to Harry—if I had an 
impulse for him that might mean matri- 
mony—I should do my best to please 
him, and nothing that might estrange 
him.” 

“Do you pretend to tell me what I 
should and should not do?” Amabel’s 
eyes flashed her anger. 

“T have other demands upon my time. 
And I shall never give you another oppor- 





tunity to make me a dummy in your 
And Phyllis departed. 

Charley according to 
appointment, and _ pro- 
ceeded gayly to the joys 
of the evening. 

Harry, disappointed, 
town aim 


deceits!”’ 
Amabel met 


roamed about 
lessly, visiting one gay 
place after another, con 
strained to an 
from the festivities that 
others enjoyed. He finally 


aloofness 





decided upon supper, and entered one of 
the dazzling resorts of the theatre district. 
consuming a 
Harry sat over his coffee with a cigar 
and glanced about. Behind him he saw 
Phyllis Rosemary at a table with her 
Phyllis recognized him and bows 
small world 


Slowly modest order, 


father 
were exchanged. It is a 
In a moment Amabel entered with Char 
ley, and they were seated before she or 
Harry other. As their 
met, Harry read her deceit in her face, 
and turned away 

Mr. Rosemary was being paged, and a 
telegram was handed to him as Harry 
sauntered over to speak with Phyllis. 
Mr. Rosemary, pleading an immediate 
engagement, asked Harry to see Phyllis 


saw ecac h eyes 


home 
That night Amabel eloped with 
Charley. 


Allied Arts 
Routine of the Modern “popular” fictionist. 
MONDAY 
S* ARCHES through the garbage cans 
For some fresh new fiction plans 
TUESDAY 
Spends the day in shrewd devising 
Schemes for putrid advertising 
WEDNESDAY 
\vitates the noisome mess 
Into loud unwholesomeness 
THURSDAY 
Gayly smears the rich gangrene 
Through a Family Magazine 
Now he labors in the reek 
rhriftily, 
Making, as one quite supposes 


Clothespins for his readers’ noses 


Lowell Otis Ree 


until next week, 


Careful Youth 


Yesterday was my little 


Voungpop 
boy's birthday 

Flubdub—Did he get 

Youngpop—Did he! 


some of them vet 


many presents? 
Why, he’s got 


Two Rules for a Happy Family 
1. Mother the baby. 
2. Baby the mother. 


The Flooring of the Floorwalker 
‘é HAT is this, Miss Chewgum?”’ 
asked Mr. Pompus, the stalwart 
and stately floorwalker, when the tenth 
wild and prolonged yell of Miss Chewgum 
had brought him to her counter to put 
the seal of his approval on a “charge” 
sale.. ““What is this you have written 
here, Miss Chewgum?”’ 

“Saucers. It’s wrote plain enough, 
ain’t it?”’ asked Miss Chewgum with an 
injured note in her voice and a sudden 
flush that went beyond the limits of the 
“Rose Bloom” on her face. 

“Humph!” said Mr. Pompus with no 
attempt at concealing the note of scorn 
Allow me 


in his voice. ‘‘Saucers,’ eh? 


to inform you that ‘s-o-s-s-e-r-s’ is nof 
the way to spell ‘saucers.’ If you wish 
to escape ridicule in future, young 


woman, you will spell it ‘s-a-u-s-e-r-s’ 
when you make a sale of this kind.” 

He strode away loftily in response to a 
clarionlike yell of ‘‘Mr. P-o-m-pus! O, 
Mr. P-o-m-pus!” that came from the 
one of the “salesladies’’ who was “on the 
glove counter” a sixth of a mile distant. 

“Say, Mame, don’t you pay no ’tention 
to his guff,” said a “lady friend” of Miss 
Chewgum’s who was “on” the 
counter with her. “He ain’t so smart as 
he tries to pass it out that he is! ‘S-a-u- 
ain’t the 


same 


s-e-r-s’ 


An Interrupted Kiss 
"'} move along the glowing green, 
Close to each other’s side; 
As lovers wander slowly home, 
Just at the eventide. 


And one is of the fairest hue, 
A dream—beyond compare; 
The other, just a trifle scarred, 
Is grayer, as with care. 
They waver, slower . slow . and stop 
And meet in love’s sweet kiss. 
And there they stay, nor care for Time’s 
Quick passing, in their bliss. 


But further on, a bearded knave 
Draws near, with scowling mien; 
And raising up a mighty staff, 
He strikes apart the twain! 


But still the two do not object; 
They meekly separate. 
With billiard balls ’tis usual; 
The cue decides their fate. 
Paul E. Gould. 


Egg View Note 

VERY time Corny Paine starts 
pumping wind into the tires on his 
second-hand Pollywog automobile, he 
wishes a whole lot that he was doing it 
on top of some mountain, as he read not 
long ago that the air there is very light, 

and easy to handle.—Leslie Van Every. 





way to spell ‘sau 


cers.’ It’s ‘s-a-w 
c-e-r-s.’ I ain't 
went to night- 
school for noth- 


in’ Don’t it 
make you weary 
the whole length 
o your spine 
when one o’ these 
top-lofty _ floor- 
walkers tries to 
show off what he 


don’t know? 
‘S-a-u-s-e-r-s!’ 
Don’t that jar 
you? He better 


take a few spell 
in’ lessons off o’ 
meforI bet there’s 
other words I 
could learn him 
how to spell!” 


Wax Merryman. 


Those Bull 
Moose resuscita 
tion dinner me- 
nus seem singu- 
larly short of the 
third cup of 








Cwhdrun- —* 





cottee. 


GOOD SALESMANSHIP , 
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AT QHIO UNIVERSITY 


May—Jack told me he had sworn off cutting his ‘eight o’clocks for the new. year. 
Tom—Huh! Since January there's nothing on his schedule earlier than nine-thirty! 











HE Tired Business Man ,and the 
Physician, his friend, who had 
accompanied him, were in the 

throng that filled the spacious foyer of 
the Empire Theatre after the first per- 


formance of “A Kiss 
for Cinderella.” .Un- 
usual notes of com- 
mendation rose 
above the monotone 
of a general buzz of 
happy comment. 

“Well,” said the 
Physician, “‘was my prescription effica- 
cious?” 

“Your prescription? You haven't 
given me any medicine!’’ was the won- 
dering reply of the Tired Business Man. 

“You have just taken it. I mean the 
performance.” 

“You’re surely a _ practical joker, 
doctor! And your joke has taken. I 
feel a hundred per cent. better. That 
play is good for the system. And it 
makes you think a bit, too. Hello!” 
This greeting was to the Critic, who had 
encountered the Débutante on the way 
out. “How did you like it?” 

“‘Isn’t she lovely! How I adore Maude 
Adams!” The Débutante gurgled the 
“lovely.” 

“Of course a mere man should say 
‘lovable,’”’ suggested the Physician, who 
happened to know the Débutante. 

“But you—what have you got to say?” 
said the Tired Business Man, again 
addressing the Critic. ' 

“T’ve got a lot to write about it, and 
am inahurry. But I want to ask you all 
if you appreciate the privilege you enjoy 
in the artistic partnership of Maude 
Adams and Sir James Barrie? I think I 
can see from your -faces that you do. 
In these days how refreshing it is to wit- 
ness such a play as ‘ 4 Kiss for Cinder- 
ella,’ and to luxuriate mentally in so 
perfect a union of conception and inter- 
pretation! The beauty of it all is that 
Barrie knows exactly every nuance of 








By CYRIL t{NDREW 


Miss Adams’s art—her every possibility 
for comedy and pathos—and Miss Adams 
has the faculty to read into his work and 
subtly develop every thought of the 
author. It is the rarest combination the 
modern theatre has projected.” 

“And what other human being than 
Barrie can imagine so whimsically, so 
fantastically, and fit his conceptions to 
every-day human nature?” asked the 
Physician. 

“There are many—I was about to say 
many of us, but forbear—that dream 
things something as Barrie describes 
them, but realizing the dreams on the 
stage or in books is quite another matter. 
Thus Barrie is unique—alone,” replied 
the Critic. ‘‘ The genius that can fit the 
slavey, Miss Thing—Cinderella—to a 
dream like that disclosed in the play, 
preserving all her imaginings as she mar- 
ries the Prince of her choice, the Police- 
man, even to the order of the king to 
serve the company with ice-cream cones 
and to the performance of the ceremony 
by the Penguin—a survival of the answer 
of the artist whose studio she tidied to 
her question as to what his little stuffed 
penguin was and his answer that it was 
a Bishop—and make the whole thing 
human, though bizarre and in this case 
cockney—is something to cherish and be 
glad for.” 

And the Critic went his way to his 
task, while the Physician, the Tired 
Business Man and the Débutante kept 
together for a little while to discuss the 
skill of the stage management, and the 
beauty of the dream setting, and the 
multitude of happy surprises in the piece, 
and the inimitable quips in the dialogue, 
and the clever work of the supporting 
actors, and other things that made the 
presentation perhaps the most enjoyable 
event of the theatre season. Before the 
individuals of the party went their 
separate ways the Tired Business Man 
took occasion to remark to the Physi- 
cian that he was glad that the prescrip- 
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tion had included “A Kiss for Cinder- 
ella” rather than ‘“ Seremonda.” 

“T saw that the other night,” he said, 
“and I was depressed for a week.” 

“Was the tragedy so sad, then?” asked 
the Physician. 

“N-no, not exactly that,” said the 
Tired Business Man. “But somehow the 
piece left me with the same sort of feeling 
that I’ve had when the Subway trains 
crawl between stations. I positively 
sighed with relief when it was over.”’ 

The Physician looked thoughtful. 

“T don’t pose as a critic,” said he. 
“But ‘Seremonda’ dragged consider- 
ably, I thought. Not that Miss Arthur’s 
work was not splendid, to say nothing of 
some other very good acting on the part 
of the rest of the cast; but the second act, 
for instance, got on my nerves. I'll say 
this, though; the third was a hummer!”’ 

“The third act was good,” admitted 
the Tired Business Man. “But I still 
contend that the play took too long to 
develop. They should have hurried the 
death-scene a bit.” 

The Débutante shuddered. 

“Didn’t it end happily?” she inquired. 

“No—it was a tragedy,” replied the 
Physician. 

“Ugh! Then I’m glad I didn’t go,” 
said the Débutante. “I hate things that 
end unhappily—like Russian novels and 
Mamma’s dinners.” 
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SUFFRAGE FACTS AND FANCIES 


Countries Where the Right to Vote Waits 
on the Chance to Vote 
ORE THAN a year and a half ago 
suffragedom received the glad 
tidings that Iceland and Denmark had 
given their women the right to vote. 
Suffrage writers wrote articles, making 
invidious comparisons between the men 
in America and men in Iceland and Den- 
mark. 

Suffrage papers got down their largest 
eagles, dusted them, and hoisted them 
to the top of the front page. 

Then followed a season of calm 
weather, politically speaking, in those 
supposedly democratic countries. Men 
had given women the right to vote. Oh, 
yes, but they did not give them the 
chance to vote. 

Weeks passed and the women conned 
the books on political economy they had 
immediately bought to prepare them- 
selves for the political duties they sup- 
posed had been thrust upon them. But 
the thrusting failed to materialize. 
Months passed; same situation. Seasons 
passed and the right to vote was still in 
cold storage. 

Finally, after eighteen months, the 
chastened and subdued women of Iceland 
were permitted to view the promised 
land, the polling place. But the spirit 
of Hamlet still broods over Denmark 
and the statesmen of that country are 
still cogitating on votes for women as a 
thing “‘to be, or not to be,” and if so, 
“when,” that is the question. 

In ancient Athens the political formula 
was said to be: one man, one vote, and 
a perpetual referendum. But it is not 
so in modern Iceland and Denmark. 
Whatever the women of those countries 
do or do not do with the vote, their 
having it will not result in their wasting 
time at the polls. They won’t get the 
chance. 


In the Field with the Suffrage Organizer 
6¢\7OU bet I’m for votes for women,” 

ejaculated a record-breaking sten- 
ographer, as she rested on her keys to 
answer the question of the suffrage 
organizer, “‘and it isn’t for the reason 
you think, either,” she continued with a 


vicious twinkle in her eye. “I think 
women ought to vote because they are 
such blasted fools. 

“Why to hear you suffragists talk 
you would think that women were a lot 
of efficiency experts, just waiting for the 
vote in order to use it asa tool to reform 
all the wrongs of this weary and unin- 
telligible world, when what’s the matter 
with the world is just the inefficiency of 
women and their extravagance. 

“Take the question of silk stockings, 
for instance. My mother had a pair of 
silk stockings when she was married, and 
after the ceremony they were filed away 
in tissue paper for her children to take 
an occasional peek at until they wore 
them when they were married. Now 
everybody, even the little five-dollar 
clerk, wears silk stockings. 

“Take the question of nine-dollar shoes 
for instance. When I was a girl I had a 
pair of nine-dollar shoes. They are 
nothing new. They were always made 
and sold, but to find them I had to go 
to a special store. Now, every shoe 
dealer carries them in stock, and every 
little mill girl wears them. 

“Yes Siree! I’m for the vote every 
time. For I believe that it will bring 
some sense of responsibility to women 
who now do nothing but run around 
buying things they can’t afford.” 
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ON SOLID GROUND 


[WOMAN| 


by Anna Cadogan Etz 


Give Women the Vote so They Can Fuss 
Around on Their Own Job Writ Large 
N GOVERNMENT there is plenty of 

work cut out and ready for women 
without their needing to wink an eye at 
the tariff or the currency. For govern- 
ment is, among other things, just home- 
making writ large. 

The largest class of unemployed in this 
country does not consist of hoboes and 
down-and-outs. America has the largest 
leisure class of women in the world, 
women whose men-folk have toiled so 
successfully that their wives do not need 
to spin and must perforce invent some- 
thing to be busy about. The problem 
of unemployment begins with these 
women. Votes for women would utilize 
this waste product. 

Just what sort of a hurry-up job men 
make in running a government which 
includes nursery duties, as one might 
say, in its curriculum, is told by every 
report of the Child Labor Committee. 
For instance: In more than one state 
the tender arm of the law stands between 
a girl and the selling of newspapers until 
she is sixteen. But it lets her function as 
a bootblack at any age she pleases. 
There are states where the masculine- 
made statute reaches into shine parlors 
and cuts the hours of shining for boys of 
fifteen down to eight a day. But under 
the eye of the law, any little shaver can 
sling a bootblack’s kit over his shoulder 
and shine along the street as long as 
the sun does, and then some more. 

That women do devote themselves 
politically to caring for children, rather 
than running after men’s political jobs, 
is instanced in the election in Denver 
for the twelfth time of Judge Lindsey. 
Minus the votes of women (if you doubt 
it, ask him) Judge Lindsey would have 
remained an obscure individual. 

Because of the votes of women he 
has made Colorado a clearing house 
for the world on problems of delinquent 
childhood. 


’Twas Ever Thus 
Some people seem to think that a 
silly excuse for marrying is better than 
a sensible excuse for remaining single. 
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Healthful Promotion 
I seed ’en last. 
She Yes; he be filled out proper 


Gurney.—The Tatler (London). 


“I want some powders for insects.’ 
“How many, sir?” 
“*Oh—millions!’’—London Opinion. 
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He—I seed your son Garge the other day, 
Mrs. Weeks; ’e be much stouter than when 


{ hey’re 
made a lance-corpulent of ‘im now, Mr. 

















The entertainer—But you can’t both go 
in on one ticket! 

The soldier—War-time economy, old 
thing! The lady is going to sit on my lap. 
—London Opinion. 





The Trench Widow 

**Je vous envoie mon onglier avec un miroir et une 
petite bofte de poudre, car j'ai pensé que vous étiez 
peut-étre privé de ces choses indispensables. . . .’ 

The letter—‘T send you my vanity-box, 
with a mirror and a little powder-puff, for 
I have been thinking that perhaps you are 
without these indispensable things. “ 
—Le Rire (Paris). 





Circumstances Alter Cases 


Farmer—Well, miss, seein’ as ’ow you 
stuck fork in ’im, it’s apt to make a man 
forget as you be passon’s daughter.—Pauassing 
Show (London). 
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Evidence in Rebuttal 

“Also aus reinem Sportinteresse machen Sie diese 
gefahrliche Tour, Fraulein?" 

Nein, bloss um die Kommerzienratin im Hotel zu 
argern. Die hat behauptet, ich hatte X-Beine! 

Mountain climber—Are you making this 
dangerous trip simply out of your interest 
in the sport? 

‘“*No, only to annoy the old lady in the 
hotel. She said that I was knock-kneed.”’ 
—Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 
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““Ne meschuggene Idee—de Pyjamas! In meiner 
Jugend hat man for de Nacht e Hemd und e Schlaf- 
mutz’ genommen, jeszt man muss sich als Husar 
verkleiden!"’ 





“Fool idea—pajamas! When I was a boy 
we wore a nightshirt and nightcap at night 
but now a person has to disguise himself 
as a hussar.”—Lustige Blaetter (Berlin). 
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OWN on a dock at New York, where ships 
come from afar to discharge their cargoes of 
crude rubber, is a man with a strange occupation. 


He goes from case to bale marking the rubber. 


His wonderful skill rejects or accepts the rubber 
according to its fitness, and the best of it goes to 47 
factories of the United States Rubber Company, the 
largest rubber manufacturer in the world. 


The man on the dock is the outpost of a scientific 
organization, a magnificent body of 260 chemists, 
engineers and other technically trained men, who, 
with 841 inspectors, stand guard over the integrity 
of the rubber goods made by the United States 
Rubber Company. 


When the rubber moves from dock to factory it 
meets the advance guard of these men. They sample 
and test it by the most exacting methods known to the 
chemistry and physics of rubber. They 
divide it into classes according to the 
varying characteristics of its parts. They 
blend and treat each huge class to make it 
uniform. 

They select and mix these different 
classes of rubber to get just the combina- 
tion of desired properties. 

This is because each kind of goods made 


United States Rubber Company 


The Man on the Dock 








—tires, shoes, garden hose—demands its own peculiar 
group of specialized characteristics. 


As these various products move through the fac- 
tory, they pass at every step under the keen eyes of 
inspectors, alert for flaws and faults. 


But not yet do they reach the selling force. The 
finished factory products are tested repeatedly to see 
that they conform to the quality standard set for 
strength, elasticity, softness, resistance to wear, and 
the effect of heat and light. They are run on special 
machines that in a few hours duplicate the wear and 
tear of months of use; and finally pass the last ordeal 
of severe actual service tests. 

The consummation of all this skill and care is 
found in every product you buy under the United 
States Rubber Company’s trade-marks. 

From the forest tree to the purchaser, this scientific 
control shines out in all our enormous pro- 
duction—all styles of rubber footwear; 
canvas rubber-soled shoes; weather- 
proof clothing; tires for automobiles, 
motor trucks and all other vehicles; 
druggists’ rubber goods; insulated 
wire; soles and heels; belting, hose, 
packing, mechanical and moulded rub- 
ber goods of every description. 
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Buy Your Tires 

At Factory Prices 

All you need to know 

about the tires you 

buy is how much they 

cost and how long they 
will last. 


BUSES KIN 
Guaranteed TIRES 


Buckskins are sold direct at 
prices which are “the lowest 
in America.”” They are cheap 
in price only. Hundreds of 
Buckskin users get much 
more than the 
4000-Mile 
Guarantee 
And of the thousands we sold 
last year only 4-10 of one 
per cent came back for ad- 
justment. We pay ex- 
pressage. Write today for 
details of our low-price 
offer to car owners. 7 








LEARN aes 


AT HOME! 


New Method- Learn to 
Play By Note —Piano, 
Organ, Violin, Banjo, Man- 
dolin, Cornet, Harp, ‘Cello, 
Guitar, Piccolo, Clarinet, Trombone, 
Flute, or to sing. Special Limited 
Offer of free weekly lessons. You pay 
only for music and postage, which is 
small. No extras. Money back guar- 
antee. omens rs or advanced pupils. 

Everything illustrated, plain, simp!e, 

systematic. Lectures given with each 
course. 16 years’ success. Start at once. 
Write for Free Booklet Today— Now. 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, Box 282 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 








GOLF BALLS 


the choice of champions! 
yN, 3 1917 James M. Barnes, 1916 profes- 
sional American champion, and Walter 
Cc ene. winner of many of the most im- 
portant tournaments, will use DU NLOP'’S 
exclusively! 
For sale by Golf Professionals and Golf Clubs. 
Try “20° (medium) or “31” (heavy) 
$0 per dozen 75¢ each 
DUNLOP RUBBER CO., Ltd. 
Birmingham, Engtiand 








COPY THIS SKETCH 


and let me see what you can do with it. 
Illustrator: and car.oonls 4 earn fron $20 to 
$125 a week or more. My prac ical system of 
personal individual lessons by mail will develop 
your talent. Fifteen years successtul work for news- 
papers and magazines qualifies me to teach you 
Send me your sketch of President Wi'son with 6¢ 
~ - air mps and I will se ad yor a test lesson plate, also 
ection of drawings show ing possibilities for YOU. 


THE LANDON SCHOOL $1.0 eeosine 


1488 Schofield Building, Cleveland, 0. 


WANTED AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 








simple thing to patent? Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., 


Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D 








“Five Triple A” 
O OSWALD got down on his knees. He 
was not the kneeling kind. Far from 
it. He was an upright young man. Where- 
fore he pressed with reluctance his faultlessly 
creased nether vestment against the hard 
floor. Not, however, that his knees—or, 
rather, the wool that was pulled over them 
—came tangibly in contact withit. Oh, no! 
Oswald had taken precautions. Oswald al- 
ways took precautions. The time his col- 
lege mates playfully removed his lavender 
socks, he had taken precautions in the form 
of a reserve pair of—however, that is an- 
other story. 

Oswald’s precautions in this instance 
were in the nature of a sky-blue mouchoir. 
Oswald’s socks were sky-blue; Oswald’s tie 
was sky-blue; so, of course, Oswald’s ker- 
chief was sky-blue. Such was Oswald’s 
construction. Not only was it sky-blue, 
but it had embroidered on it dainty pink 
butterflies, blissfully chasing one another 
over the cloudless sky-blue sky. 

Oswald’s precaution was spread out upon 
the floor directly in front of the sofa. And 
on the sofa sat Sarandella. 

Sarandella was not peculiarly attractive; 
but she was Sarandella. Therefore Oswald 
liked her. Nay, more; he cherished her. He 
cherished her as he cherished his mutton 
chops at breakfast, with the same Platonic 
affection. Sarandella knew this. She revelled 
in the fact. Had the necessity (Heaven for- 
bid!) arisen, he would have sacrificed these 
matutinal luxuries for her. Dear altruistic 
Oswald! 

Sarandella spoke: “‘‘ Humiliation?’ Pouf! 
Little Osie is humiliated because his father 
died and left him a legacy which he must 
work four weeks to get? Four weeks of man- 
ual labor in exchange for half a million! 
‘Humiliation?’ Twaddle! it’s a distinction! 
Look here: 

‘BAILEY BAGS BOODLE! 
‘ Young Society Lion Earns Bequest by the Sweat 
of (ie Grew . « 3 *™ 


“Oh, bla-ast the sweat of my brow!” 
.and...and... and winsthe 
iis of his heart, Miss Sar .. . ’” 

She looked down at him and blushed. He 
looked up at her and blushed. They blushed 
simultaneously. They blushed alternately. 
Oswald fumbled with the shoe horn that 
still hung between the low patent leather and 
her dainty silk clad foot. Sarandella was 
the first to speak: 

“Show me a half size larger, please; this 
one is a bit too tight!” —Myron Zobel. 


Fully Equipped 
“No,” said the philosophical hermit, “I 
have never felt the need of a wife. You 
see, I have a talking machine and an un- 
governable temper.” 


Quite So 
“The Japanese language has seven syn- 
onyms for I.” 
“Some of our public speakers have long 
felt that our own language is sadly defi- 
cient in that respect.” 








John H. Patterson 


is the man who has made 
the building of the world’s 
cash registers a joy to the 
men and womenwho make 
them. His story appears 
in this week’s Leslie’s. 


B. C. Forbes tells the life 
of this business-idealist as 
the twenty-eighth chapter 
of the “Men Who Are 
Making America.” 





Leslie's 
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Special features like this, 
besiae the departments on trade, 
travel, finance, motors, sports and 
current events, have built up for 
Leslie’s the largest circulation 
of any $5-a-year weekly m 


the world. 


Leslie's 


Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
225 FIFTH AVENUE NEW YORK CITY 
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With the College Wits 











“Jack got through college in three years.” 
“What of it? I got through in one.” 
—Lampoon. 


Starvation—The shipwrecked sailor sat 
disconsolate on a lonely raft in the middle 
of the trackless ocean. In his hands he 
held the last remnants of a pair of shoes. 
“Though reduced to the lowest extremities 
and completely surrounded by water,” he 
croaked hoarsely, “I can still take to my 
heels.”. With these words he made his semi- 
weekly meal and spent the remainder of the 
afternoon picking the nails out of his teeth. 
—Tiger. 


Seven-Thirty A. M. at the Commons 
—Waiter—What’ll you have this morning? 
Frosh—Breakfast!—Burr. 


O Tempora, O Mores! —He—I’m 
afraid this story will shock you. 

She—It will if I haven’t heard it.—Jack o’ 
Lantern. 


_ Some Sham—He—What would you do 
if you were a man? 

She—Well, what would you do?—Aw- 
gwan. 


Meow!—Pussy—Miss Sweetly told me 
last night that she’d heard a lovely compli- 
ment for me. I wonder what it could have 
been? 

Cat—So do I.—Tiger. 


Some Job—She—What were you doing 
alter the accident? 

He—Scraping up an _ acquaintance.— 
Widow. 

He Must Have Been—Donald—What 
was that fellow doing with his arms around 
you last night? 

Julia—Oh, nothing. 

Joe—I always said he was slow.—Jester. 


Speaking of Last Words—“ Pa, who 
will bury the last man?” 
“His wife, my son.”—Froth. 


Oh I—“Mr. Jones has such a dainty ap- 
petite.” 
, “Yes, and such acute indigestion.” —Lam- 
oon. 


Ninety-nine Feet in the Grave—‘I 
hear Willie Centipede is very sick.” 
me, es, poor fellow, he’s on his last legs.” — 
dow. 


















Straight as the bee flies and quick 
as though caught by lightning the 
voice in the telephone carries near 
and far over this Nation. 


This marvelous instrument is the 
pre-eminent vehicle of speed and 
speech. Railroads cover the country, 
but your traveler often must alight 
with bag and baggage and change 
trains to get to a given point. Railroads 
reach cities, towns and villages. The 
telephone reaches the individual. 

The telephone offers continuous 
passage for the voice and unbroken 
connections to the uttermost places be- 
cause it is a united System co-ordi- 


& AMERICAN 





A Bee-Line to Everyone 





nated to the single idea of serving the 
entire people of this country. 


It has been a powerful factor, along 
with the transportation systems, in the 
magnificent achievements of the 
United States—helping to prepare the 
way where latent possibilities of mines, 
forests and farmswere to be developed. 


The continued growth of our 
national prosperity depends in a great 
measure upon the maintenance and 
continued growth of the utilities which 
furnish the means of intercourse and 
interchange. They are the indispen- 
sable servants of the individual, the 
community and the entire nation. 


TELEPHONE AND TELEGRAPH COMPANY 
AND ASSOCIATED COMPANIES 
One System 


Universal Service 





Get This Car 


And The AGENCY 
For Your Territory 
Drive a new 1917 Model Birch Motor Car. Pay for it out of your com- 
missions and make big money on sales. Special offer now. Write quick 
for Big Free Book and full information. Address Ralph Birchard, Pres. 
BIRCH MOTOR CARS, Dept. 225, 81 E. Madison Street, Chicago 








OME! KE’ PRESS CUTTING BUREAU 

will send you all newspaper clip- 

pings which may appear about 

you, your friends, or any subject on which you may want to be 

“up-to-date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 

in the United States and Europe is searched. Terms, $5.00 
for 100 notices. 

HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 
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—opens up new pleasures and surprises that put the joy of living into your blood. 
a yourself with an ‘‘Old Town Canoe.” It is safe, light, easily. managed and good looking. Send 
q ; talog. Pick out the canoe you want and get ready to enjoy life, 


a | The Best Summer You Ever Had than ever before. Canoeing brings you closer to nature 
~¥ 


$34 up. 4,000 ready to ship. Easy to buy from dealer or factory. 


99 OLD TOWN CANOE CO., 
‘ 1642 Main St., 
CVOE€. via tows, Maine, V's. A. 


An “Old Town Canoe” will make summer mean more 


You can be sure of 
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CARSTAIRS 


WHISKEY 
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In the Protective Bottle 


A good bottle to keep good 
whiskey good. 


Established 1788 
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If you can draw a little and want to 
draw more, you have an opportunit 
tolearn at small expense to yourself. 


EUGENE ZIMMERMAN has an es- 
tablished reputation as a cartoonist. 


He has put some of the tricks of his 


trade into a book, 


2-3 Brunswick Building 


“Cartoons and Caricatures” 


bound neatly in 34 morocco, which 
will be sent to you prepaid on 
receipt of $1.00. 


ZIM BOOK 


225 FIFTH AVE., New York 
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The Unconventionality of Kipling— 


his habit of stripping off the veneers and penetrating the 
shams of civilization, of putting the naked facts before you 
just as they. are is the secret of the unmistakable intensity 
of the relish of all male readers for 


Brunswick Subscription Co., 


En 1 





j.23 


1116 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


ose 


rriage pr 


Name 


aid. 


d $1.70 for the six-v« 
Also mail list 


lume set of Kipling, 
of other Imported Sets. 


Rudyard Kipling 


who is seen at his best, in that wonderful freshness 
and vigor of style that electrified the English 
reading world, in the 


LOTUS EDITION (Imported) 


which the misfortunes of war in the publishing | 


trade abroad have made it possible for us to offer 
while they last, at 


A Real Bargain 


Only $1.70 for the 


Entire Set 
Each Volume 6/« x 4'« inches 


Big Bold Type 
Attractive Cloth Binding Gold Decorations 
Six volumes containing the marvelous stories of Life in 
the Jungle, of Oriental Mystery and Sensuousness, of the 
British Soldier in Peace and War, and his deathless Poems 
which once read are never forgotten. he same contents 
usually found in 10-volume editions. We prepay carriage 
but you must ORDER NOW before the small supply is 
exhausted. 
Be sure to send for your set To-Day 
the other Imported Sets in the Great 
Series. 


and learn about 
Authors Library 

















Passing the Mustard! 


Wasted Opportunities 
When Aphrodite 
In her nightie 
Rose from out of the sea, 
She looked around 
With grief profound 
And sighed: “ Alas for me! 
Were Ziegfeld here, 
I should appear 
In music comedy!” 


When fair Godiva, 

Dressed la Eve, a 
Stunt equestrienne 

Pulled long ago, 

She murmured low: 

“Tl wager you a ten 

This little skit 

Would make a hit 
With Griffith’s movie men!” 


When Herod’s dancer— 
Fair entrancer!— 
One unlucky day 
Removed the cap 
From John the Bap, 
She doubtless said: “J’// say 
This stunt of mine 
Would surely shine 
In some swell cabaret!” 


These charmers rare, 
Unclothed and fair, 

The records show a host of, 
But what they got 
For deeds they wrot 

Was nothing much to boast of. 
They lived too soon 
Their opportun- 

Ities to make the most of! 

—W. Kee Maxwell in Akron Evening Times. 


The Society Whirl—‘“I once moved in 
the same circle with Mrs. DeStyle.” 

**G’wan.” 

“Fact. We got on the same merry-go- 
round.” —Kansas City Journal. 


Proficient—V isitor—I suppose, Willie, 
that you can spell all the short words? 

Willie (who hears much talk about auto 
mobiles)—Yes. I can spell words of four 
cylinders.—Chicago Herald. 


Clever—‘‘Is that young man you are 
going with clever?” 

“Clever, I should say he is. The other 
night when I was out riding with him he 
jollied three traffic policemen out of making 
complaints against him for speeding.”— 
Detroit Free Press. 


Might Have Been—‘“ My boy might 
he we been President of the United States. 
“What happened?” 
“He got married, and his wife wouldn't 
let him go into politics.” —Detroit Free Press. 


Height of Boastfulness—“ Isn't Blower 
inclined to be just a little boastful?” 

“Boastful? Well, I guess yes. After 4 
beggar has touched Blower for a nickel, he 
will tell you that he has just been giving 
a little dinner to an acquaintance of his.”— 
Chicago Herald. 


It Does—“It requires exceptional ability 
to hold a government position.” 
“Tt does,” 
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‘Confessions 
of a Motion 


Picture Actress 


Beginning in 


33 

















the February Film Fun 


There has been a good deal of 
pifle written about the lives of 
the moving picture heroines, and 
there is a great deal of real, 
heart-breaking tragedy too that 
the public never guesses. 


Readers of Film Fun for Feb- 
ruary will be ‘‘taken behind the 
screen’ in a remarkable series of 
articles, ‘*The Confessions of 
a Motion Picture Actress,”’ 
which tell the story of the rough 
and rocky road to film-fame. 


These ‘‘court secrets” of a 
movie Queen make a thrilling 
story. They are the work of a 
woman whose face is familiar to 
every cinema spectator. Obvi- 
ously the author’s name must 
be withheld, for she tells her own 
story, asks ‘‘Is the game worth 
the candle >” and lets the facts 
tell the answer 


At all the newsstands. 


FILM FUN 


$1.00 a year 
New York City 


10 cents a copy 


225 Fifth Avenue 
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man who can take care of a family on the 


average government salary has ability 
amounting almost to  genius.”—Topeka 
Journal. 


No Alibi—“We should all leave foot- 
prints in the sands of time,” quoted the 
parlor philosopher. 

“They would only show that some of us 
have been going backward,” objected the 
mere man.—Chicago Herald. 


Woman’s Way—“I’m sorry i asked the 
girl to clean the typewriter.” 
“Why?” 
“She took 15 minutes to clean the type 
and two hours to manicure her finger nails 
afterward.”—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Particular—‘“Casey is me _pertickeler 
frind, Oi’d have ye know.” 

“G’wan! If he was pertickeler, he would- 
n’t be yer frind.”—New Orleans Times-Pica- 
yune. 


Negatived—‘‘Some day you'll be rich 
enough to retire from business.” 

“Give up my nice pleasant office and stay 
home?” rejoined Mr. Growcher. “I should 
say not.”—Washington Star. 


Ineligible—‘Is dis where dey wants a 
boy: - 
“Tt is; but it must be a boy who never 


lies, swears, or uses slang.” 
“Well, me brudder’s a deaf-mute; I'll 
send him round.”—Topeka Journal. 


She Knew—Hub—One night while you 
were away I heard a burglar. You should 
have seen me going downstairs three steps 
at a time. 

Wife (who knows him)—Where was he, 
on the roof?—Boston Transcript. 


The New Doctor—‘My old doctor 
wouldn’t take my malady seriously. He says 
it’s only headache.” 

“He said that to a woman with your 


money?” 


“He did.” 
“T am astounded. You suffer from mi- 
graine.””—Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Industry—‘Bliggins says he got on by 
burning the midnight oil.”’ 

“Well, keeping late hours did help him 
some. He danced all night three or four 
times a week till finally he met a rich girl 
and married her.’”’—Buffalo Courier. 


His Chance—*“ Miss Norah, if it wasn’t 
for Tirrence O’Brien that do be coortin’ ye, 
I’d be after havin’ somethin’ to say to ye, 
mesilf, th’ night.”’ 

“It’s very considerate ye are, Mr. Mulli- 
gan, but did ye niver hear that prisint com- 
pany is always accipted?”—Dallas News. 


A Big Difference—He—Of course 
there’s a.big difference between a botanist 
and a florist. 

She—Is there really? 

He—Yes; 
all about flowers, and a florist is one who 
knows all about the price people will pay 
for them.—Boston Transcript. 





Sliced Oranges with a dash of Abbott's Bitters are appe- 
tizing and ne ws Samples of bitters by mail 25 cts. in 
stamps. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. (Adv.) 
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Seeing 
rr First 


4 has been a delightful revelation 
to many Americans who used to 
| think that they could attain travel 
enjoyment only by means of an 
J ocean liner. 

Seeing the American label first 
has been just as pleasant a sur- 
prise to many who used to think 
that superior champagne could 
reach them only via an ocean 
freighter. 

So, all ’round, America has come 
into her own, and hereafter, war 
or no war, people will see this 
American wine first. 


Sold Everpwhere—Served Everywhere 


AMERICAN WINE COMPANY L 
St. Louis, U.S. A. . 
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success 
men win 
teh positions in ~AH. and public 
life. Greater ——— now 

nt—be aleader. Earn 

$3,000 to $10,000 Annually 
We guide you step by step. You can 
train at home during spare time, We 
aerenete you te peep ar examination in 
tate. Money refunded accogding to our 
Guaragtes Bond if dissatisfied. Degree of LL.B. con- 
ferred. Thousands of successful students enrolled. 
terms. Big Law Library and modern 

ing free if you enroll Row. - 
Guide”’ and *‘Evidence’’ books free. Send for them— Ow. 


LaSalle Extension University, ‘Dept: 282-f. Chicago, Wi. 





ma) IF YOU ARE INTERESTED IN 


ENTERTAINING 


Books, Novelties and Pretty Pictures, you 
should by all means get our catalogue. Send 
dime for good samples and our big illustrated 
catalogue of Beautiful Girls, Novelties, etc. 
You'll want more after seeing samples. 


Globe Co. 21 w. vtiesro ave. Chicago 
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Isn’t it a shame— 
the way your very nicest 
and daintiest lace collars 
or your cuffs of fine 
sheer mull will come back 
from the wash looking 
frayed, shrunken and 
cheap? 

Thousandsof women \ 
have learned the 
economy of 


ane Aa 


You just have to pour a little Carbona 
over them and press them and they will be 
like new. 

You can use Carbona at night as well as in 
the daytime, because it— 





will not explode 


15¢.—25¢.—50c.—$1.00 bottles. At all druggists 
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— S/S TheVanity Cigarette 


in the Mirrdt Box 


| 
CIGARETTES PARFUMEES 
A new Smoking-pleisire, leaving a delicate Persian 
scent in the room, and a sen of airy delight in the 
smoker's memory. (Gold Tipped.) 
25¢ for 10, at your dealer's, or send money to 
) Chalkiadi, Inc., 503 Fifth Ave., New York City 

















SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A. M., M. D. 


imparts in a clear wholesome 
way, in one volume: 


Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Wife Should Have 
nowledge a Mot Should Have 
Knowledge a Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 











All in one volume, 


Iiastrated. 
$2.00 postpaid Medical Knowledge a Wife Should Have 
Write for ‘Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table of Contents 





PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA, 








USE THIS CHEST 


TRIAL! 


Famous Piedmont 
Red Cedar Chest. 
90 styles, Direct 

from factory to home 

-] 15 Ly Ly a 
e the freight. 

A Proden 4 
















Reduced Factory 
Prices. F 





and damp. ‘Finest ne . 
or birthday gift at at saving. Needed in every home, 
ew og at reduced prices—ali postpaid free 


Sor our gr 




















Ssueear Steal 


Where Weegee Failed—‘What’s be- 
come of Umson?” said the fat plumber, “I 
haven’t seen him for a week.” 

‘“‘He had been spending his evenings at 
home,” the thin carpenter replied, “‘but he 
has started to attend the Curbstone club 
meetings again.” 

“‘What caused the change in his habits?” 

“Some one sent the children a toy called 
a ‘weegee board’ for Christmas, and he has 
been playing with it.” 

“What is it like?” 

“Tt answers questions of people who place 
the ends of their fingers on it and move it 
about the surface of a board.” 

“* Answers any kind of questions?” 

“Any kina at all.” 

“But why did he finally pass it up?”’ 

“It got him into trouble.” 

“How?” 

““Umson stayed out late one evening and 
depended on the weegee for an excuse when 
he got home.”’ 

“And the weegee—” 

‘Failed him in his greatest hour of need.” 

Youngstown Telegram. 


Government Ownership — “Charley, 
dear,’’ said young Mrs. Torkins, “‘I am going 
to be in favor of government ownership.” 


“Have you given the matter any 
thought?” 
“Yes, indeed. If we had government 


ownership of railroads I might be able to tell 
any conductor who didn’t find me a seat on 
the shady side of the car that I wouldn’t 
vote. for him next election.”—Washington 
Star. 


A Good Argument—<As he dislikes 
motor-cars, a country squire always kept 
good horses. Recently he bought a hand- 
some mare, and a few days later asked his 
groom what he thought of the new arrival. 

‘*She’s a fine-looking animal, sir,” replied 
the man, “but I’m afraid she’s a bit touchy.” 

‘““Why do you think so?” questioned the 
squire. 

‘She doesn’t seem to take to no one, sir. 
She can’t bear me to go into her box to 
groom her.” 

“Oh, she’ll settle down in a few days,” 
the squire reassured him. “Everybody’s 
strange to her, you know. I don’t think 
there’s much wrong with her temper.” 

“Nor didn’t I at first, sir,” replied the 
groom. ‘But, you see, she’s kicked me out 
o’ that there box twice already, and, when 
you come to think of it, that’s very con- 
vincin’.”’—Argonaut. 


Horticulture in Mustaches—Children 
are consistent and logical in their thinking, 
if nothing else. 

Uncle Jim removed a mustache he had 
worn for a year or so. A relation remarked 
she never had seen Uncle Jim with a mus- 
tache, and another member of the family 
said: “‘Oh, yes, he grew it about two years 
ago.” 

“Did he plant the seed?” little Bobbie 
asked.—I ndiana polis News. 


Equal to the Demand—‘“I never use 
any but pasteurized milk in the city,”’ said 
the new boarder; “‘can you furnish it?” 

“Yes, indeed!” was the confident reply; 
“our cows ’re kept in the pasture all sum- 
mer.” —Christian Herald. 
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RED TOP RYE 


TOP 0’ THE MORNIN-TOP OF THEM ALL 





THE FERDINAND WESTHEIMER SONS CO., Distilles 
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CINCINNATI, OHIO 
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Five at 
French's superb Cuban Special. Filler of Havana leaves too short 
to use in the manufacture of our celebrated Juan del Rey branda 
llavana cigars. Both filer anc’ wrapper are the purest Cuban grown tobace 


—thoroughily seasoned leat. Rich, mellow and exquisite trople 
flavor. Five cixzars in Spanish Cedar Kox by parcel post prepaid diret'™ 





you for only 2Sc, silver or stamps. Limited introductory offer. Send today. 
FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. G, Statesville, N.C. 
———— ee 
Wizard Repeating 
LIQUID PISTOL 


Will stop the most vicious dog (or 
man) without permanent injury. 
Perfectly safe to carry without danger of leakage. 
Fires and recharges by pulling the trigger. Loads from any liquid. 
No cartridges required 
or by mail, 500. Rubber covered Holster, 10c. With Pistol, 55e. Mae 
order or postage stamps. no coin. 


Parker Stearns & Co 
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Over 6 shots in one loading. All dealers, 





DAGE'S 
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FIRST AID TO THE BROKEN 





A High School Courst! 
In Two Years 2:22.02 


a a 
7 complete, and simp! 
high school course that you can finish in two years. Meets 
college entrance requirements. Prepared by leading membes 
of the faculties of universities and academies. 
Write for booklet. Send your name and address for our booklet 
and full particulars. No obligations whatever. Write today—no¥. 


American School of Correspondence, Dept. P2542 Chicago, U.S.A. 














° in Philadelphia in the Cen 
The New Hotel Bingham (7 cr Bttything. The only 
Hotel in Philadelphia having direct Subway and Elevated Sta- 
tions and Ferry connections, and also wit’ all leading depart 
ment stores. Hotand cold running water in every room. 

Rooms without bath, $1.50 per day, Rooms with bath, $2,00per 
day and up. Special (inh Luncheons. 

FRANK KIMBLE, Manage. 






294 Sheffield Ave.. Dept. E, Brooklyn, N.1. 
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WALLNUTS 


o ALLNUTS” and “Are My 
\¢ Lips on Straight >”” by James 
Montgomery Flagg, are the 

Judge covers that our readers have 
been asking for. A number have 


been made up into Art Prints, 
mounted on a heavy mat, 9x 12, 


ee UT MM Gn MA nL 


ready for framing. 


Both pictures are printed in full colors, 
exactly as they appeared on the covers 
of Judge, and they make an attractive 
decoration for any room. 


Fifty cents bring both the prints, post 
free, or if desired, either will be sold 
separately for 25c a piece. 
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“ARE MY LIPS ON STRAIGHT?” 


JUDGE 


225 Fifth Avenue New York 


Judge Art Print Depaitment J-2-3-17 
225 Fifth Ave., New York City 
Enclosed find 50c (25c), please send me “Wallnuts” and 


“Are My Lips On Straight 2” 


Name 


Address 
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Stories with Smiles. 


Making a Foo! of the Boss—Murphy 
was taking a day off and, wishing to enjoy 
himself thoroughly, he walked around to 
watch “‘the boys.” He was surprised to see 
his friend Kelly working as if carrying a 
hodful of mortar up and down the ladder 
were the only thing he took any real pleasure 
in. 

“It’s yourself that’s working mighty hard 
to-day, Kelly!” expostulated Murphy. 

“Whist! I’m just making a fool of the 
boss!” said Kelly, winking slyly. 

‘And how are you doing that, Kelly?” 

“Sure, Murphy, it’s as easy as kissing 
your hand! He sees me going up the ladder 
with my hod full of mortar, and he thinks 
I’m working. But, Murphy, my boy, it’s 
the same hodful I’m carting up and down 
all the time!’’—Youth’s Companion. 


Why Pat Balked—Softly the nurse 
smoothed the sufferer’s pillow. He had 
been admitted only that morning and now 
he looked up pleadingly at the nurse who 
stood at his bedside. 

‘An’ phwat did ye say the docther’s 
name was, nurse, dear?” he asked. 

“Dr. Kilpatrick,” was the reply. ‘“‘He’s 
the senior house surgeon.” 

“That settles it,” he muttered, firmly, 
“that docther won’t get a chanst to operate 
on me.” 

‘*Why not?” asked the nurse in surprise. 
‘*He’s a very clever man.” 

‘““That’s as may be,” the patient said. 
“But me name happens to be Patrick.”’ 
New York Globe. 


Limited View—The bluejacket had been 
in the battle off Jutland, and in the railway 
compartment everyone addressed him re- 
spectfully. Incidentally he was the recipient 
of numerous fine cigars. He conducted him- 
self with becoming dignity and when the 
foreign-looking gentleman who had kept 
silent went out at a roadside station the 
audience settled down to hear the yarn. 
Nodding his head toward the dark stranger 
on the platform, the bluejacket remarked 
with a grin: 

‘* °E thinks ’e ’as lost somethink ’e’d like 
to hear, ’e ’as. But all Hi saw of the bloody 
battle was coal—nothink but coal. Hi’m a 
stoker, you see, that’s what Hi am.”- 
Argonaut. 


Helping Out the Milk—Bacon—This 
paper says the volume of water estimated to 
be contained in the oceans and the inland 
seas connected with them is 323,800,000 
cubic miles. 

Egbert—Well, that would indicate that we 
are reasonably sure of something in the way 
of milk supply for some time to come.— 
Yonkers Statesman. 


Not an Early Riser—‘‘Did you get up 
to see the eclipse of the moon?”’ 

“T should say not. It’s all I can do to 
get up to see an eclipse of the sun.” —Detrois 
Free Press. 


No Lack of Women—A certain rector 
just before the service was called to the 
vestibule to meet a couple who wanted to 


GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 


“Its purity has made it famous.” 
50¢ the case of six glass stoppered. bottles. (Advt ) 





Are you “the man who 
knows?” 


Does a drink mean to 
you the exercise of a 


developed and discrimi- 


nating taste ? 
Then in every mouthful of 


Club Cocktails 


you will recognize the old 
and rare liquors, the master 
blending, and the soothing 
years in the wood before 
bottling. 


Your most exacting criticism is 
invited for all varieties of this 
quality product which is the 
soul of hospitality. 


G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO. 
Hartford New York London 


Importers of the Famous 
BRAND’S A-1 SAUCE 

































































‘Ah! Good Body ! 
And Rare Flavor” 


OLD 
1.W.HARPER 
WHISKEY 


5 Gold Medals 


4 Qts. $5.00 Delivered to You —— 
Order from. Your Nearest Dealer LWHARPER 


A Pleasant Beverage and 


A Pure. Wholesome Tonic 
DISTILLED BY 
Sunny Brook Distillery Co 


l K 





When 
Physician Meant 
“Physic— Dispenser” 

N Shakespeare’s time, if 
you were sick and went 


to a doctor he did one of 


two things. He either bled 
you or “‘physicked”’ you. 
Physicians no longer prac- 
tice bleeding. And the 
leaders of the profession are 
equally opposed to the in- 
discriminate use of laxative 
and catharticdrugs. In fact, 
the habitual use of laxatives 
is now known to be one of 
the most fruitful causes of 
constipation. 


Physicians of the hichest standing 
prescribe Nujol because it relieves 
constipation without any bad after 
effects and without forming a habit. 
It acts in effect as an internal lubri- 
cant, preventing.the bowel contents 
from hardening, and in this way 
facilitating normal movements. 


NUJOL is bottled at the refinery and is 
sold only in pint bottles bearing the 
name NUJOL and the imprint of the 
Standard Oil Company (New Jersey). 
Refuse substitutes—be sure you get the 
genuine. 


STANDARD OIL COMPANY 
(New Jersey) 


Bayonne New Jersey 





Send for booklet,“THE RATIONAL TREATMENT OF CONSTIPATION.” Write your 
name and address plainly below. Dept. 13 
ee CO i 2S State........-.-- 





be married. He explained that there wasn’t time for the ceremony them 
“but,” said he, “if you will be seated, I will give an opportunity at the 
end of the service for you to come forward, and I will then perform the 
ceremony.” 

The couple agreed and at the proper moment the clergyman said: 
“Will those who wish to be united in the holy bonds of matrimony pleage 
come forward?” 

Whereupon thirteen women and one man proceeded to the altar— 
Chicago News. 


Music Without Charm—tThe shopman had been using a vast amount 
of persuasion in trying to induce the visitor to buy the gramophone. 

“Latest and most wonderful instrument,:- sir,” he remarked. ‘“‘I’veg 
blank disc here if you care to hear yourself.” 

The visitor’s eyes brightened. 

“IT play the flute a little,’ he replied, producing an_ instrument, 
“If you don’t mind E 

The shopman did not, and the disc was soon indented with something 
that only a sleuth from Scotland Yard could have recognized as “ Alice 
Where Art Thou?” 

“Is that really me?” asked the flutist, when his performance was 
repeated by the instrument. 

“That’s you, exactly, sir. Will you buy the gramophone, sir?” 

“No,” was the reply; ‘‘T’ll sell the flute, though.’”—Chicago Journal. 


If They Were Alike—The other day a gentleman farmer having 
some pigs for sale offered to dispose of them to a pork butcher. The 
latter called at the farm where, before proceeding to the yard, he was 
hospitably treated and introduced to his host’s daughters. A gallant 
man is that porkist, and one who never lets pass an opportunity o 
paying a compliment. 

““Now, sir,”’ said he, on leaving the room, “‘I’ve seen your young ladies 
and I’m going to see your young swine, and if the two’s much alike 
there won’t be no difficulty about bringing off a deal.”—Chicago News, 


Boosting—*‘That man says your wife has the most beautiful hair 
of any woman in the city.” 

“He’s trying to work up trade.” 

“Does he deal in hair lotions?”’ 


“No; he sold her the hair.’’—Houston Post. 
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One year, or 52 numbers 
Six months, or 26 numbers - - - 2.50 
Thirteen weeks -- - —- — 125 

Subscriptions payable in advance by draft on New York, cr by express or postal order. 

Evropean AcEnts—Wm. Dawson & Sons, Lid., Breams Buildings, London, E. C., England; 
Brentano's, Avenue de Opera, Paris: Saarbach’s News Exchange, 16 John Street, Adelphi, London; 
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Subscriptions and advertisements for all the publications of Leslie-Judge Company will be taken 
at regular rates at any of the above offices. . 
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wise return to the latter when found unavailable cannot be guaranteed. We receive suc h material, 
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Love AT SIGHT! 


The Most Famous—Most Momentous—Case in History 








The pretty feet and shapely ankles of this Norman peasant 
girl made her the mother of William the Conqueror. Had she 
not while playing in the brook unconsciously displayed these 
charms to the eyes of Duke Robert of Normandy, and thus 
fascinated him—Harold, the last of the Saxon Kings, would 
not have fallen at Hastings—there would have been no Anglo- 
Norman dynasty in England—no British Empire as we know 
it today. 


But this is only one of many true stories of the brave men 
and beautiful women who made history for over two thousand 
years, showing the extent to which Love has shaped the destinies 
of mankind, has ruled in Court and Camp, has exercised im- 
perious sway over the hearts of men and women of high degree 

—has in its wildest expression destroyed empires and wrecked 
brilliant careers—that are told in 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 
No Fiction Ever So Thrilling As These 7rue Life Stories 


ides of March. 
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Never was there a set of books—no matter how costly—that will compare 
with this tor entertainment and instruction—and the stories have the supreme 
merit of being absolutely true. Is it any wonder that the appetite of the reading 
public demands edition after edition—that no home or school library is con- 
sidered complete without these wonderful books? 

These twenty volumes throw wide open to us the doors of the great ones of 
earth. We see them as real men and women, not as demigods. ; 

We follow the fortunes of Caesar as he extends the boundarics of Rome to 
include all the known parts of the earth, and we are with him on the fatal 


We see how the beauty of a woman—Cleopatra—wrecked 
the life of Antony, and turned aside the tide of Rome’s destiny and therefore 
that of the world. 

History in the form of Biography is our great instructor. The lives of 
famous characters are the beacons that will guide us safely on the voyage of 
life, though the sea of time we navigate is full of perils. But it is not an 
unknown sea. It has been traversed for ages, and there is not a sunken rock 
or treacherous shoal which is not marked by the wreck of those who have 
preceded us. 
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20 Gold Top 


Volumes 


Rich Cloth 
Binding 


Each Volume 
8 x 5%, inches 


Partial List of Famous Characters 
Every One a Wonderful Personality 


These are the men and women who 
made history of their own day, and whose 
example, as guide or warning, is the 
most precious part of our heritage from 
the ages. 


1. Alexander the Great 11. Mary Queen of Scots 
2. William the Conqueror 12. Henry IV. 

3. Cyrus the Great 13. Xerxes 

4. Hannibal 14. Julius Caesar 

5. Pyrrhus 15. Nero 

6. Peter the Great 16. Cleopatra 

7. Genghis Khan 17. Darius the Great 

8. Hernando Cortez 18. Josephine 

9. Marie Antoinette 19. Queen Elizabeth 

10. Romulus 20. Alfred the Great 
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A WONDERFUL BARGAIN 
NEVER TO BE REPEATED 
DUMAS GIVEN If You Are Prompt 


We not only send you Now the 20 volumes of Famous 
Characters at half price, but also—while they last— 
without costing you a cent—an Imported Edition of 
Dumas in.6 English Cloth, Red and Gold volumes, con- 
taining his famous novels in which he brings out all the 
human elements in his French kings, queens, cardinals, 
and soldiers of fortune, dramatizing the manners, cus- 
toms, virtues and vices of theirday. (Each of the Dumas 
volumes 63%x43% inches.) In all you get 26 volumes. 





5250 Pages 
Large, Clear 


Type 


Extra Heavy 
Paper 


60 Full Page 
Illustrations 
in Sepia 



















SENT NOW brings you the entire 26 vol. 
umes, including the 6 volume set of Du- 
mas, delivery prepaid. The greater part 
of this Edition of Famous Characters of 


] History, offered at a discount of 50% from 


the publisher’s price, has already been disposed of. This is 


YOUR LAST CHANCE! 
Price Must Be Advanced 
after the few remaining sets are gone that were made 
before the present unprecedented rise in cost of materials 
All costs have more than doubled. As the result of this 
increase, we can obtain no more sets to offer at the present 
remarkable bargain price. This is fair warning. 
THEREFORE SEND COUPON TODAY 
Pease we eeee = — oe ee ee ee 
BRUNSWICK SUBSCRIPTION (0@., 407 Branswick Bidg., N. ¥. City. 
4 Send me, prepaid. the 20 cloth bound, gold top volumes of “Famous 
Characters of History’’ and the 6 volume Dumas as per your offer En- 
i closed find $1 00 first payment If as represented, I will keep the 
books and remit $1.00 a month for 14 months after their receipt. 
| Otherwise. | will. within 5 days, ask for instructions for their return, at 
your expense, my $1 00 to be refunded on their receipt. 
| Name 


Address 














